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I
1 Mourn .No More My Vanished Years
mourn no more my vanished years :
Beneath a tender rain.
An April rain of smiles and tears,
My heart is young again.
The west-winds blow,, and, singing low,
I hear the glad streams run ;
The windows of my soul I throw
Wide open to the sun.
I break my pilgrim staff, I lay
Aside the toiling oar ;
The angel sought so far away
I welcome at my door.
Enough that blessings undeserved
Have marked my erring track ;—
That, whereso'er my feet have swerved,
His chastening turned nie back ;
That more and more a Providence
Of love is understood,
Making the springs of time and sense
Sweet with eternal good :
That all the jarring notes of life
Seem blending in a psalm*
And all the angels of its strife
Slow rounding into calm.
And so the shadows fall apart,
And so the west-winds play ;
And all the windows of my heart
I open to the day.
Whittier's Psalm
A Story of a Dark and Lonely Night
a
bout seven hundred lambs, which were once under my care at
weaning time, broke up at midnight and scampered off in three
divisions across the hills,, in spite of ail that I and an assistant lad
could do to keep them together.    Sirrah, my man !   said I in great
affliction, they are awa'.
The night was so dark that I could not see Sirrah9 but the faithful
animal heard my words, words such as of all others were sure to set
him most on the alert; and without much ado he silently set off in
search of the recreant flock. We spent the whole night in scouring the
hills for miles around, but of neither the lambs nor Sirrah could we
obtain the slightest trace. It was the most extraordinary circumstance
that had occurred in my pastoral life. We had nothing for it (day
having dawned), but to return to our master and inform Mm that
we had lost his whole flock of lambs.
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